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	Against the Odds

**Against the Odds**

* * *

><p><strong>Prologue I : Smashing Success<strong>

* * *

><p>It was late at night, and the moon barely shone through the window covers. Two people opened the front door, their feet tapping gently against the tile, taking care not to wake the boy in his room. They opened the lights, leaving the lights off in one room.<p>

The two figures held a large, blueish box with a dotted outline alternating between the colors of metallic silver and a slightly brighter blue. The figures left swiftly and just as silently, leaving a note behind.

The master bedroom door opened, two excited parents waiting to see their package right next to the birthday cake. The mother cautiously opened the parcel, finding exactly what she ordered. A blue Fossil rock, a small note to write upon, and a special edition newspaper.

The duo tiptoed back inside, hopeful that their son, Khris, would like to find his present next morning.

The lights of the entire house flipped off, leaving a black chasm in its wake.

**:: The Next Morning ::**

Khris woke up early, knowing that it was his birthday. He quickly swerved out of his room's dark corner and flew down the large flight of stairs that their house held. As he stepped onto the dark spruce wood floor on the bottom stair step, he saw what he'd wanted. It was like somehow, his dreams of breaking open a Fossil rock had been telepathically transported to his parents' minds and they got what he wanted.

The young boy, full of energy, quickly opened the parcel, carefully removed the layer of bubble wrap (who DOESN'T like popping bubble wrap?) and peeked their head inside. The parcel held a relatively big fossil rock (element type: blue), a rolled up note, as well as a newspaper. Wait, what? A newspaper? The boy quickly took hold of the special edition paper, scanning it for anything that might be worth his time. He looked all over the front page, before spotting a small line of text that DEFINITELY held his interest.

_Fossil Cleaning Center opened up in nearby forest. Fossil cleaning gear and training available; only requirement is knowledge of Fossil battles and Fossil rocks._

Excitedly, he dropped the newspaper and hastily grabbed the note rolled up into a scroll, held tight with a rather fancy-looking blue ribbon. He almost tore the note in his haste, but slowed down as he carefully untied the blue ribbon from the note and unrolled it. It displayed a mere seven words, but it had taken a lot of money for all of them.

_Good luck, kid. You'll need it. ~Saurhead._

SAURHEAD. That one word rolled and rolled in his head, before exploding into a firecracker and a million fireworks.

'Saurhead. Signed. This.'

The words repeated over and over, over and over, over and over, over and... well, you get the point. Khris was just about ready to scream, but held it in. He was too excited (a status effect!) to yell. He nearly tripped over himself, rushing upstairs and locking himself in his room, shuffling around for any Fossil Fighting Guide or a Fossil Cleaning Guide book.

**:: Narration of The Next Three Days ::**

W1, D1: Khris begged his parents to buy him some new fossil fighting books, and his parents happily obliged because of his enthusiasm. The boy stayed in his room all day, reading up on Fossil cleaning, Fossil fighting, level-up battles, the different shapes of fossils, elements, and everything else, as his parents had gotten him the complete (and amazingly exclusive and deluxe) Fossil Fighter in the Making set of books (books included in set: 12, price: $129.99). Khris had his parents sign him up for the Fossil Fighting/Cleaning seminars held at the new Fossil Cleaning Center in Fidget Forest.

Khris was sort of nervous after he heard it was in Fidget Forest as he had heard a legend about it:

_Here's Fidget Forest. A hauntingly beautiful and eerily deserted place. No animals are found here, and game trappers have gone in debt trying to trap here. Legend says that there was a report that it was haunted. An investigator decided to do something (the exact reason is unknown) in those woods, but once he went within the woods at least 50 feet, the forest closed. He started fidgeting (giving the forest its name) and went crazy, with the forest opening again in six days. The man had barely survived, his clothes were but scraps, and he said he'd survived eating berries. Apparently, a Dinosaur had attacked him, but no one believed him..._

His parents dismissed the thought, and they said that it'd be perfectly fine. Khris' mother said that they were going to go to the facility the next day.

W1, D2: Khris and his parents strolled to the facility, and the forest DID NOT CLOSE IN ON THEM. Khris sighed in relief when he saw that it didn't close its borders on his family. When they arrived at the facility, an attendant immediately ran to them.

"Are you here to attend the seminar?" Khris' parents replied quickly, expecting her to explain something important. She did. "Well, the seminar has been extended to a small camp due to a booming number of students registered. It is reminiscent of summer camp, except a smaller duration. Only two weeks long." Khris jumped up and obliged to it. Khris was officially registered in the Facility's databases. He was placed in the lowest category: _Novice. _The list of categories poster was put on the front of the facility:

_Novice - also called 'Travers'_

_Driller - a branch out from novice; for beginners more fluent in using the drill_

_Tenderizer - a branch out from novice; for beginners more fluent in using the hammer_

_* Please note that a beginner in a specialized class will switch to the other specialized class before moving to the next level_

_Miner - also called 'Stage II'_

_Treasure Hunter - named in honor of famous Treasure Hunter called 'Nevada Montecarlo'_

_Wrench - a branch out from treasure hunter; for cleaners more fluent in using the drill_

_Pliers - a branch out from treasure hunter; for cleaners more fluent in using the hammer._

_Knick Knacker - sometimes misspelled 'Nick Nacker'_

_Professional Cleaner - the first professional stage of cleaning_

_Monsieur - the second professional stage of cleaning (the last category)_

W1, D3: Khris and the rest of the novice class were handed a fake fossil rock and were given a pretest by the instructor (Bea Ginner, if you really wanted to know). Most of the beginners got below 50% on their score, but Khris (having studied the books and tips on how to clean properly) exceeded 70%, so Bea decided not to bore him with Driller or Tenderizer, and moved him to Miner. Khris was given a green Fossil rock as congratulations for passing the first category on the first fossil. They then explained that every two days, an assessment is given to test your cleaning abilities.

**:: Eleven Days Later ::**

Khris' sweat blocked out everything else as he strove to clean his Fossil rock. A mere twenty seconds ago, Khris' cleaning assessment started. His last cleaning assessment. They had told him that he could use a fake Fossil rock, but Khris had politely declined the offer. He told the attendants that he had his own rock. He pulled out the fossil rock that he'd gotten on his birthday.

_Boop. Boop. Beep. The cleaning test is over... 100%!_

Khris felt like collapsing into himself. He felt like he was about to die, before he realized what the announcement had said. ONE HUNDRED PERCENT! The burst of excitement gave him energy. The robot, aptly named Reviva-Bot, asked him quietly, "Would you like to revive your Fossil?"

"Yes!" Khris yelled, his voice weary but at the same time, full of energy.

**:: The Next Minute ::**

_Rooaaaar!_

The sound was almost like the Vivosaur was gurgling out water. The long snout gave it the appearance of a crocodile, and a small fin-crest adorned its head. Its back's rather flat depth was broken up by a sharp sail, stout over its body. Its greenish-blue colorization combined with the fish-like scale pattern on its back made it look like it was built to survive in water. And frankly, it was.

_Veep! SUCHOMIMUS revival was successful! Voop._

It turned its head, looking straight at Khris, before retracting its head, pulling back its body into a spinosaurid-like posture, before beginning to...

Laugh?

The robot swiveled from Khris' astonished face to the Suchomimus' laughing jaws, and back, and back again, until Khris began to laugh. Reviva-Bot began to laugh along with them, albeit in a robotic, patterned and bland way, ruining the moment.

'Suchomimus, eh?' Khris thought as he stopped laughing. 'I guess I'll call you Tropical.'

* * *

><p><strong>AN**

_Yes! I finally got the prologue I finished! So, what do ya' think? Just keep in mind, this IS my first fanfiction, so I openly suggest giving me some criticism. If you have no criticism to give, maybe you could leave a nice review? Heh. You know what, just... just keep a look out for the next chapter!_

_**Disclaimer: Fossil Fighters belongs to Red Entertainment and Nintendo. All rights reserved. I own only my OC, Khris and this plot. Along with that, I also own the Vivosaurs that my OC has revived, but the species of those Vivosaurs (along with their stats) also belong to Nintendo and Red Entertainment.**_


End file.
